

^Scfyfrntionofthe two famous Houfes , 

Sir Iohn. Ictus prcferucyour Maiefty. 

Elnor , My Maiefty : why man, I am but Grace. 

Sir Iohn. I, but fcy the grace of God, and Bums aduice, 

Tour Graces Rate (hall be aduanc’d ere long. 

Elnor. What, haft thou conferred with Merger) Iourdatn, the 
cunning witch oftyc, with Roger Bullenbrook* and the reft ? and 

will they vndcrtake to do me good * 

Sir Iohn. I hauc Madam, and they haue promifcd me to rai c 
a fpitit from depth of vnder ground, that fhall tell your Grace 
all qucftions you demand. 

Elnor. Thankcs good fir Iohn, 

Some two dayes hence I gefle will fit our time,. 

Then fee that they be heerc : 

For no w the King is riding to Saint Albones , 

And all the Dukes and Earles along With him. 

When they be gone, then fafely may they come. 

And on the backe fide of my Or chard heere. 

There caft their Spelles in filencc of the night. 

And fo refolue vs of the; thing we wifh ; 

Till when, drinke that for my fake, and fo farewell.^ 

Sir Iohn. Now fir John Hum, No words but mum. 

Seale vp your lips, for you muftfilent be: 

Thcfe gifts ere long will make me mighty rich. 

The Dutchefte fhe thinkes now that all is well. 

But 1 haue Gold comes from another place. 

From one that hyred me to fet her on. 

To plot thefe treafons gainft the Km g and Pcercs *, 

And that is the mighty Duke of Suffolke: 

For he it i s, but I muft not fay fo. 

That by my meanes muft workc the Dutchefie fall. 

Who now by Coniurations thinkes to rife. 

But whift fir Iohn, no more of that Ltro, ^ 

For feare you lofe your head beforeyou g 


Enter two Petitioners .andPeter the Armourers man. 

v,tit. Gome firs lets linger here abouts a while. 


torke and Lane after, 

Vntill my Lord Prote&or come this way, 

That we may (hew his Grace our fcuerull caufes. 

a. Petit. I pray God faue the Good Duke Hum-fries life. 

For but for him a many were vndone, 

That cannot get no fuccour in the Court. 

But fee where he comes with the Queene. 

Enter the Duke of Suffolke with the Queene , and they take 
him for Duke Uumfrey, andgittes 
him their writings, 

t. Petit. Oh we are vndone, this is the Duke of Suffolke, 
Queene.Naw good-fellows, whom would you fpeak withal? 
Petii.lht pleafeyour Maieftie, with my Lord Protestors 
Grace. ✓ 

Quj Are your fuites to his Grace ? Let v s fee them firft, 
Lookeonthem my Lord of Suffolke. 

Suffolke. A Complaint againft the Cardinals man. 

What hath he done? 

a. Petit. Marry my Lord, he hath ftole away my wife) 

And th’are gone together, and I know not where to finde then, 
Suff. Hath he ftole thy wife* that’s feme iniury indccdc. 

But what fay you* 

Peter Thumpe. Marry fir I come to tell you, that my hGyfter 
faide, that the Duke of Yorke was true heire to the Crown,and 
that the King was an vfurer. 

Queene. An vfurper thou wouldft fay. 

Peter. I forfooth,an vfurper. 

Queene. Didft thou fay the King was an vfurper? 

Peter. No forfooth, I faide my maifter faide fo, th’othcr day 
when wee were fcowring (the Duke of Yorkes armour incur 
Garret. 

Suf. I marry, this is fomething like. 

Who’s within there ? 
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Enter one or two. 

Sirra, take in this fellow, and keepe him dofe, 

Ba 





And 




